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70 AMERICA.

Thou new Great Britain! famous, free, and bright!
West of thy west sleepeth my ancient East;

Our sunsets make thy noons £ Daytime and Night
Meet in sweet morning-promise on thy breast.

Fulfil the promise, Queen of boundless lands!
Where, as thine own, an English singer ranks.
7, wko found favor at thy sovereign hands,
Kiss them ; and at thy fect lay these, for thanks.
EDWIN ARNOLD.
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Dedication,

70 MY DAUGHTER.

Because I know my verse shall hencefortk live
On lips to be, in hearts as yet unbeating ;
Because the East and West will some day give —
When Faith and Doubt are friends, at some far meeting—
Late prasse to him who dreamed it, — therefore, kere,
As one that carves upon a growing willow
The word it is lo keep for many a year;
As one that paints, before she breasts the billow,
A dear name on his vessel’s prow ; as one
That, finisking a fane, makes dedication
With golden letters on the polisked stone,
Crowning his toil by loving celebration, —
Here, while these last, our love I celebrate,
For thy sake and thy Motker's, — writing “ KATE.”

EDWIN ARNOLD.
Christmas, 1884.






CONTENTS.

——
INTRODUCTION . + « & « o« & o s o o o o o o o
THE SECRET OF DEATH . . + « + o o « s+ « o o« =«
THE EPICOFTHE LION . . . . . . .« - . . « . .
NENCIA.— A Pastoral Poem . . . . . . . . . . ..
THE STRATFORD PILGRIMS . . . . « « « &« « &+ « o

VERNIER + & & v & o o o o o o o o o o o &

THE RajaH’S RIDE.— A Punjab Song . . . . . . . .

A BIHARI MILL-SONG . . . +« + « + ¢ « « o o « .
HINDOO FUNERAL SONG . « + & &+ « & o o & o « .
SONG OF THE SERPENT-CHARMERS . . . . . . . . .
SoNG OF THE FLouR-MiLL . . . . . . . . . . . .

“ STUDENTS’ DAY ” IN THE NATIONAL GALLERY . . . .
THE KNIGHT'S TOMB AT SWANSCOMBE CHURCH . . . .
ALLA MANO DELLA MIA DoNNA . . . . . . . . .

THE HYMN OF THE PRIESTESS OF DIANA . . . . .
To A SLEEPING LADY . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
TO STELLA ¢ . . . v v v v v v 4 v v 0 o o «
INSCRIBED ON A SKULL PICKED UP- ON THE ACROPOLIS
AT ATHENS . . « + & & & o o o o o o o o
THE NEW LUCIAN . . . . . . « « ¢« « « « & « .

ON THE DEATH OF THE PRINCESS ALICE . . . . . .
FACIEs NON OMNIBUS UNA . . . . . . . . .

PAGE

14

E& &b

105
110
115
116
118
120
126
130
137
140
143

144
146
147
148



viii CONTENTS.

ARMAGEDDON.— A War Song of the Future. . . . . . ,:45;
THE FOUR CROWNS . . . . . . « . . « . . . . 153
HAVELOCK IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE . . . . . . . . . 156
OXFORD REVISITED . . . . . + . « +« « & « . . . I59
ADUET . . . . . . « ¢« v v v v v e e v v« . 160
THE ALTAROF Prry &« . . . . . . . . . . . . . 162
THE CHOLERA IN ITALY . . . . . . . . . . . . . 163
THE FIrsT DISTRIBUTION OF THE VICTORIA CROSS . . 169
THE WRECK OF THE “ NORTHERN BELLE” . . . . . . 172
AHOME SONG + . v « v 4 & « o « ¢« o o « . . 186
FoND FANCIES. . . . . . . + « « ¢« « « « . . . 18
To H. R. H. THE PRINCESS OF WALES, ON HER FIRST
ARRIVAL IN ENGLAND .+ « = « « « « « « . . 192
ToF.CH . .. ... .. ...+ . ... 10
ONADEADLADY . . . . . . . . « « « « « « o 201
THE THREE STUDENTS . .« « « « + ¢ o « o « o« o 202
SERENADE . .« « « o o o o o o s o « « + o« o « 204
Lypia (from Horace) . . . . . . « . . . . . . . 20§
DANTE AND HIS VERSES . . . . « « « o « o o o . 207
THE LosST PLEIAD . . . « .« « .« « « « « . . . 209
AMADIS OF GAUL To DON QUIXOTE DE LA MANCHA . . 223
THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS . . . . . . . . « « . 224
CHRIST BLESSING LITTLE CHILDREN . . . . . . ... 23I

ON A CYCLAMEN, PLUCKED AT CANA OF GALILEE . . . 234
A DISCOURSE OF BUDDHA . . « . «. ¢ « « o « o« « 23§
THE TWELVE MONTHS . . . - « o + o « » « - - 238



INTRODUCTION.

You ask me, Dear ! what perfect thing

I find in all my wandering

These ancient Sanskrit scrolls amid,

Where India’s deepest heart is hid?
Nothing, I answer, half so wise

As one glance from your gentle eyes !
Nothing so tender or so true

As one word interchanged with you !
Because, two souls conjoined can see
More than the best philosophy.

Yet, wise and true and tender lore

Waits him who will those leaves explore,
Which, plucked from palm or plaintain-tree,
Display, in Devanigari,

The grand, sonorous, long-linked lines
Wherethrough that * Light of Asia” shines.
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And you have asked ; so I obey,
Hastening upon your knees to day

This lovely lotus-blossom, grown

Long ere our Mary’s Rose was blown ;
This pearl of hope, fetched from the sea
Before they fished at Galilee ! .

For thus, I think, your kindest eyes
May read deep truth with glad surprise.
The subtle thought, the far-off faith,
The deathless spirit mocking Death,
The close-packed sense, hard to unlock
As diamonds from the mother-rock,
The solemn, brief simplicity,

The insight, fancy, mystery

Of Hindoo scriptures —all are had

In this divine Upanishad.

I read it in my Indian days.
Beyond our city, where the ways
Parted — for Looni and Kirki —

A hill, steep-sloping, you might see.
It rises from the river’s bank,

And all its sides are green and rank
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With spear-grass, bamboo, cactus, thorn ;
And bright with fragrant blossoms, borne
By neem and baubul ; and the air

Sighs cool across a prospect fair

Of Deccan villages and fields,

Where the dark soil rich tribute yields
Of pulse and millet. Farther back,
Sivaji’s mountains, flat and black,

Fold round the plain. Upon that hill
There stood (I think it stands there still)
A little shrine, in ancient days

Built by a Sett to Siva’s praise ;
Milk-white it glimmered through the green,
Save that upon its gate was seen

A blood-red hand impressed, and, near,
The threefold mark to Siva dear.

Sacred and placid was the place,

With cool, smooth walls, and slender grace
Of domed roof, and a peepul tree,

And platform of hewn masonry,

Whereto the distant city’s hum

Came soft, with broken beats of drum

- Which did not mar the solitude ;

II
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For all around that temple cooed

The creamy doves ; striped squirrels leaped
From stem to stem ; the musk-rat peeped
Under the wall ; beside the porch

Flamed the red lizard like a torch

Flung on the rock ; the egrets stretched
Their snowy wings ; green parrots fetched
Fruit to their young with joyous cries ;

The monkey-peoples’ mild brown eyes
Glittered from bough and coping-stone ;
And —underneath a root — alone,

Dwelt a great cobra, thick and black,

With ash-gray mottlings on his back, —

A most prodigious snake ! — but he

Kept the peace, too, religiously,

With folded hood, and fangs of death
Sheathed, while he drew his slow, cold breath,
Coiled in the sun, or lapped the feast

Of warm milk poured him by the Priest.

For in that Temple lived a Sage,
A Twice-born, reverend by his age

And wondrous wisdom ; and, it fell
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For some small service,—vain to tell, —
This Brahman was my friend ; and so,
Ofttimes at daybreak I would go

To watch the sunlight flood the skies,
And ask of strange philosophies.

Thus chanced it that one morn we had
Talk on this same Upanishad

(Beyond my learning, then, as now) ;
But herein is it written how

I slowly spelled the text we read,

And, at the hard words, what he said
(For nowise shall one comprehend
Such lore without some sager friend).
So have you, Dear | the help I had
Conning this great Upanishad,

While the snake sunned himself at ease,
And monkeys chattered in the trees,
And on the Moota-Moola lay

The first gold of the growing Day.



THE SECRET OF DEATH.

[In 2 Temple beside the River Moota-Moola, near the city of Poona,a
Brahman Priest and an English ** Saheb ”’ read together from a Sans-
krit manuscript the first three Vallis or “ Lotus-Stems” of the Katia
Upaniskad.] .

FIRST VALLI.

Sakeb. Usan HA var Vajasravas — the scroll
Commenceth thus ! SARVVAVEDASANDADAU —
Which is, interpreted : “ For hope of heaven
All that he had, VajaSrava’s great son
Gave to the poor.”

Priest. "Tis so!

S. TASYA HA NAM
Putra As NacuikEras: “and of him
The son was Nachikétas.”

P. Yea ! the scroll
Speaketh of one who saw Death face to face
And questioned Death, and from dread Yama’s lips

cet e
€
cee e
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Learned utmost lore of life and death ; and — dead —
Liveth for ever and for ever. Read

This holy scripture onward ! I will still

Recite the comment.

S. DAkSHINASU, Sir |
KUMARAN SANTAN NiYAMANASU
SRADDH’AVIVESHA : “ When the gifts were brought,
Strong filial pity seized the young man'’s heart.”

(What gifts, and wherefore, Pundit?)

P. ) These were cows ;

And because Gautama was poor, his cows —
The leanest of the fields — furnished a gift
Worthless to take or give, save for the heart

Of utter charity which offered them.

S. So 'MANYAT — thus it runs : “ And then he thought,”
PrrODAKA, “ Such beasts as drink the pool,”
JUGDHATRINA, DUGDHADOHA, “ and eat,

Milkless, the grass,” but NIRINDRIVA, “keep
No power to breed ;”” TA DADAT GACHCHATI
ANANDA NAMA TE LOKASTAN SA,
“Who giveth such, unto a region goes
Joyless ;7
P. Good ! this he thought, — and then he said?
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S. SA HOVACH PITARAM TAT, MANDASYASI
KasMmar: “ And then he said unto his sire,
¢ To whom wilt thou that I be given?’”

2. . Ay:
'T is thus ; but, comprehendest thou? The boy
Grieved so to see his father’s fruitless gift —
Which could not profit ; that for tender love
Himself he offered, saying, ¢ Give me, sir! ”

S. DWITVAN TRITIYANNAN HOVACH : “when that twice,
And thrice he said it, Gautama his sire,”
MRITYAVE TWA DADAMI, “ spake, in wrath,

To Death I give thee !”

P. T was a hasty cry
Sprung from the pride no saint should ever feel !
Ah ! foolish father ! now thy son must die !

S. BaHONAMEMI PRATHAM, ¢ I am first
Of many sons,” BAHONAM MADHYAMA,
¢ But, of as many more not first nor last ! ”

KM swipvamasva KARTIVYAM YANMAY
Apva KarisHyaTI, “ what good use
Of Yama may I serve, dying to-day?”
P. See now ! the boy was humble, ranking not

Even his own sweet spirit with the best ;
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Yet, best he was ; and, though the scroll saith nought,
Be sure that woful father wept, and cried :

“Alas! I spake in wrath, guilty and rash! -

Alas! I would not buy Heaven’s self with thee !

O son! take back thy word, that I may take

My heedless utterance back ! my child ! my child !
How could I slay thee, who would die for thee? ”
Whereto the lad replied — repeat the script !

S. ANuPA§vA YATHA PURVVE — “ Sir ! bethink
How those of old, the saints, clove to their word ;
How those who live to-day must cleave to it !
Like sesamum ripens our mortal life ;

Like sesamum ’tis reaped, sifted, and sown
To grow again.” )

2. He meaneth : “Not for life —
Which is but blade, and ear, and husk, and grain
To the self-living, changeless sesamum ! —

Not for this fleeting world — should holy men
Speak one word vainly.” Now, again, thy scroll
Is silent here ; yet, thou mayst justly think

The woful father bowed his head, and knew
The boy's speech good, and bore to see him go,
That both their sayings should be justified.

2
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So went he — seeking Death — to yield himself !
But coming, all unsummoned, to the house
Where red Death dwells, no Yama found he there
To bid him bitter welcome. Then he lodged
Three days and nights in the abode of Death

A guest untended. Take the scroll anew,

And read of Nachikétas in Death’s Hall

Alone !

S.  VAISWANARA PRAVISHATYATI
ATITHI GRIBAN BRAHMANO, “a guest

That is a Twicé-bom, entering at the door
Cometh like sacred fire ; ’ TASYAITAN

SANTIN KURVVANTI, HAR VAIVASWATA !
Upakam: “Unto such the righteous make
Due guest-rites, saying, O thou child of Light !
Have water here, food, shelter.” Then it writes:
ASAPRATIRSHE SANGATAN, ““ good heart,

Good expectations, friendships, favor, grace,
Strong sons, and fruitful cattle, — all these gifts
Forfeits that faultful man in whose abode

A Brahman, entering, findeth proffered not
Food and foot-water.”

2. True ! the sense is so !
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And Yama, coming home, and seeing there
Young Nachikétas all unhonored, saith :
TisrS RATRIRYADVATSIRGRIHE — read !
S. ““Three days and nights, O Brahman ! tarriedst thou,
None bringing thee, who art a noble guest,
Food and foot-water ! therefore, now, to thee
Repentant salutations ! and to me
Forgiveness for this sin! But, ere thou diest,
Ask me three boons, for each past night one boon.’
Then Nachikétas said : ¢ That Gautama
Be comforted, and restful in his mind,
Thinking fair thoughts of me, who die for him, —
This, of thy three boons, Yama ! first I ask.’
Answered the God of Death : ¢ This boon I grant ;
Thy father shall be comforted, and think
Gentle and holy thoughts of thee ; shall sleep
Peaceful at nights, knowing — by dreams I send —
Thou hast made happy passage of Death’s gate.’ J
P. Now Nachikétas asks again — and mark
How simple-sweet our Sanskrit rolls along !
See, too, how bold he speaks to Yama here |
Na BHYAN KINCHA SWARGE LOKE — read !

NASTI, NA TATRA TWAN.
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S. Na TATRA TWAN —
“ ¢ In Swarga-16k — in the abodes of Heaven —
There is not any dread ; nor, any more,
Terror of thee ! Thou art not there ; nor tears,
Nor thirst, nor hunger, nor the aches of life !
But, fled past farthest reach of grief, the souls
Sleep safely in that place. If that place be,
Thou knowest, Yama | how the sacrifice
Is kindled which may gain it : make me know ;
That I, who die, may light that holy fire,
And come, avoiding Hell, to Swarga’s peace.
This, of thy three boons, is the next I ask.””

P. Rightly thou readest! Yama answereth him :

S. Pra TE BrRAVIMI— ¢ I shall tell thee ! hear!
I know that holy fire, and how it springs.
The splendor of it shineth through all worlds,
Possessing them ! The strength of it upholds
The Universe ! Its spark is hidden close
Inside the inmost man, in the hollow heart.’ ”
Guru ! what meaneth he?

P. He meaneth this :
““The spirit of a man, whereby he strives,

Flashes from star to star — if so it will —
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And — if it will — sleeps in the smallest drop
Of the midmost heart-blood.” Yama sayeth so.
S. Yet, Pundit, this is hard to comprehend !
How can it be that what hath plenitude
To range from star to star should hide itself
I’ the hollow of a heart?
P. I answer thee
Out of the great Upanishad, surnamed
Khindogya! Gather me up yon fruit
Drogped by the parrots from the Banyan |
What seest thou therein ?
S. : A scarlet fig
Not larger than the Moulvie’s praying bead !
P. Break it, and say again !
S. I break it, sir,
And see a hundred little yellow seeds !
P. Break it, and say again !
S. T break a seed ;
It is as slight as though a silkworm’s egg
Were crushed ; and in the midst a germ, a speck !
£. Break it, and say again !
S. The speck is gone
In touching, Guru | there is nothing, now !
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P. Yet, in that “ nothing ” lay (thou knowest well {)
The Nyagrodha tree, the Banyan tree,
Comely and vast as it was formed to grow ;
With all its thousand downward-dropping stems
Waiting tofall from all its thousand boughs,
And all its lakhs on lakhs of lustrous leaves
Waiting to push to sunlight, and so make
New canopies of flower and fruit and shade
Where creatures of the field, fowls of the air,
Monkey and squirrel-folk might find their home,
And man and cattle ‘neath its ample roof
Have shelter from the noon. This F orest-King —
Of bulk to overspread a Raja’s camp —
Was wrapped in what thou sayest passeth sight !
Art thou not answered ?

S. . I am answered, sir!
LOKADIMAGNINTAMUVACHA, next,
TasMa1 vA 1SHTAXA : “Then Yama told
What fire that is, which was the first thing made,
When anything was made ; and how the stones
Of daily acts are laid to build its shrine ;
How ’tis enkindled, and how fed, — which words
In like mode Nachikétas after him
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Duly repeated ; till, the lesson learned,
Death spake again, ‘soft-smiling — yea ! Death said,
The dread, kind god : ‘See! I have taught thee this,
And after thee henceforward shall be named
That fire by all men. Also take this chain
Of many colors !’ ” What chain meaneth he?

2. Tknownot! None well knoweth ! tis forgot,
Or never told us from the ancient times.

S. “¢Whoso performs,’ the King of Death went on,
¢ Three times this Nachikétas sacrifice,
Having by three been taught, doing three works,
Conquers those three — the Birth, the Life, the Death !
Who feeds that flame — from Brahma sprung — divine,
Worthy of praise, light-giving — comes to peace
Endless and pure. Who, knowing it threefold,
Offers it thrice — I say — fears not my noose
Cast round his body — dies rejoicingly,
And passeth to the peace of Swarga-16k !*”
Guru! which ¢ threefold works ”? what ¢ teachers

three”?

P. The threefold works are, surely, Sacrifice,
Reading the Veds, and Liberality.
The threefold Teachers are the Mother first,
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And next the Father, and the Guru third.
ESHA TE AGNIRNACHIKET — proceed !

S. “¢This is the holy flame, to hear whereof
Thou, Nachikétas, for thy second boon
Didst choose — so shall men name it! Now, thy

third?’

¢ There is this doubt,” young Nachikétas said :
" ¢Thou dost give peace — is that peace Nothingness?
Some say that after death the soul still lives,
Personal, conscious ; some say, Nay, it ends !
Fain would I know which of these twain be true,
By thee enlightened. Be my third boon this.’
Then Yama answered, ¢ This was asked of old,
Even by the gods! This is a subtle thing,
Not to be told, hard to be understood !
Ask me some other boon : I may not grant !
Choose wiser, Nachikétas ; force me not
To quit this debt —release me from my bond !’
Then, still again spake Nachikétas: ‘ Ay !
The gods have asked this question ; but, O Death !
Albeit thou sayest it is a subtle thing,
Not to be told, hard to be understood,

Yet know I none can answer like to thee,
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And no boon like to this abides to ask.
I crave this boon !’ ”

P. Mark, now, how Yama strives
To keep his mighty secret ; SatAvusH
PUTRAPAUTRAN VRINISHWA, runs it not?
HASTI HIRANYAMASWAN?

S. Sir, 'tis so !
¢ Choose,” spake he, ‘ sons and grandsons, who shall thrive
A hundred years : choose for them countless herds —
Elephants, horses, gold! Carve out thy lands
In kingdoms for them. Nay, or be thyself
A king again on earth, reigning as long
As life shall satisfy. And, further, add
Unto these gifts whatever else thou wilt,
Health, wisdom, happiness — the rule of the world,
And I will fill the cup of thy desires !
Whatso is hard to gain and dear to keep
In the eyes of men, ask it of me, and have !
Beautiful, fond companions, fair as those
That ride the cars of Indra, singing sweet
To instruments of heavenly melody,
Lovelier than mortal eye hath gazed upon:

Have these, have heaven within their clinging arms !
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I give them — I give all ; save this one thing ;
Ask not of Death what cometh after death !’ ”

2. MARANAN MANUPRAKSH{ — yes, 't is there !
“ Question not Death of death ”” — yet who else knows?
What sayeth Nachikétas now?

S. He saith:
$wb BHAWA — “ ¢ Things that die to-morrow be
Those glories of the senses! O thou God
That endest men ! our longest life is brief !
The horses, and the elephants, and thrones,
The sweet companions, and the song and dance,
Are thine, and end in thee ! Gold buys not bliss !
If we have wealth, we see thee near, and know
We live but till thou willest! Let my boon
Be as I asked -— that, and not otherwise !
Ah! in our sad world dwelling, how should man,
Who feels himself day after day decline,
Day after day decay —till death’s day come ;
Who sees how beauty fades, and fond love fails,
Be glad to live a little longer span,
For so much longer anguish? Nay ! my boon !
Tell me, great Yama ! what the true word is
In this which men inquire, the very truth
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Of this chief question, of the life to come,

If there be life ! if the soul’s self lives on !

Nought else asks Nachikétas, only that

Which hath been hidden, and which no man knows ;
Which no man knows.”” O Guru! will he tell?

HERE ENDS THE FIRST VALLI OF THE

KatHa UPANISHAD.
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SECOND VALLS.

Sakeb. * Then Yarx;a yielded, granting the great boon,
And spake : ¢ Know, first of all, that what is Good
And what is Pleasant — these be separate |
By many ways, in diverse instances
Pleasure or Good lay hold upon each man !

Blessed is he who, choosing high, lets go
Pleasure for Good. The Pleasure-seekers lose
Life’s end, so lived.
¢¢ The Pleasant and the Good

Solicit men ; the Sage, distinguishing
By understanding, followeth the Good,
Being more excellent. The foolish man
Cleaveth to pleasure, seeking still to have,
To keep, enjoy.

¢ ¢ But, disregarding these,
The dreams of sick desire, long line of years,
Sons, dominations, tender lures of love,
Glory, and greatness — thou didst put aside
What all men crave, O Nachikétas! Thou
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Scorned’st to tread the path of wealth, wherein
The foolish perish.
“ ¢ Wide asunder stand

Wisdom and ignorance ; in sundering ways
They lead mankind ! I judge thee wholly given
To wisdom, seeing all these joys of sense
Persuaded not.

“‘The foolish ones who live
In ignorance, holding themselves as wise
And well-instructed, tread the round of change
With erring steps, deluded, like the blind
Led by the blind !’”

O Master ! how should one
Wilfully fail of wisdom? What is this?
Needs must we love to know, if we nray know !
P. He speaketh of the deeper knowledge here,

The higher ignorance ! If one should con
Whatever East and West have gained of lore,
And deem he knoweth Truth, holding this world
For true, — that man is ignorant, and dies
To live again, until he learn to die
The death which frees from living. Wise men say
(Kéna Upanishad that high verse holds !)
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“ He is unknown to whoso think they know,
And known to whoso know they know him not.”

S. I thank thee, Pundit! Now the holy text
Seemeth to read —

‘¢ The necessary road
Which brings to life unchanging is not seen
By such ! wealth dazzles heedless hearts ! deceived
With shows of sense, they deem their world is real,
And the unseen is nought ; so, constantly,
Fall they beneath my stroke !
“<¢To reach to Being

Beyond all seeming Being, to know true life, —
This is not gained by many ; seeing that few
So much as hear of it, and of those few
The more part understand not. Brahma’s Truth
Is wonderful to tell, splendid to see,
Delightful, being perceived, when the wise teach.’”
Teach me a little, here, what Brahma is !

P. T tell thee from the Swétaéwatara |
“ HE, Who, Alone, Undifferenced, unites
With Nature, making endless difference,
Producing and receiving all which seems,
Is Brahma! May he give us light to know !
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“ He is the Unseen Spirit which informs
All subtle essences! He flames in fire,

He shines in Sun and Moon, Planets and Stars !
He bloweth with the winds, rolls with the waves !
He is Prajépati, that fills the worlds !

“ He is the man and woman, youth and maid !
The babe new-born, the withered ancient, propped
Upon his staff! He is whatever is, —

The black bee, and the tiger, and the fish,

The green bird with red eyes, the tree, the grass,
The cloud that hath the lightning in its womb,
The seasons, and the seas! By Him they are,
In Him begin and end.” Now, read thou on.

S. “¢The uttermost true soul is ill-perceived
By him, who, unenlightened, sayeth : I
Am I; thou, thou; and life divided! He
That knoweth life undifferenced, declares
The Spirit, what it is, One with the All
And this is Truth! But nowise shall the Truth
Be compassed, if thou speak of small and great !

¢ Excellent youth ! the knowledge thou didst crave

Comes not with speech: words are the false world’s

signs !
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By insight surely comes it, if one hears

True teachers teach the Life undifferenced.

Lo ! thou hast loved the Truth, and striven for it.
I would that others, Nachikétas, strove !

‘¢ Yea, boy, as thou didst know, the joys of sense
Are vain ; since lasting good may not be won
From the Impermanent. Therefore that fire,
Divinely kindled in the hollow heart,

Burns down at length. Thou seek’st the Permanent !

“¢Thou, Nachikétas ! by my second boon
Didst comprehend the fruit of sacrifice,

The Rest where all desires are somewhile fed ;
Where the world’s centre is ; where fear departs ;
Laudable, lovely, high, of large expanse ;
Desirable, the glad abode of Bliss.
Thou sawest-these and sett’dst them aside,
Wise in thy fixedness !

¢ Only the wise —
By ApHYATMAYOGA — severing
Their thoughts from shows, and fixing it on truths,
See HIM, the Perfect and Unspeakable,
Hard to be seen, retreating, ever hid

Deeper and deeper in the Uttermost ;
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Whose House was never entered, who abides
Now, and before, and always ; and, so seeing,
Are freed from griefs and pleasures !
¢ ¢ Hearing this,
Conceiving verity, — desiring it,
Distinguishing the soul’s deep attributes
Subtly discerned, far-reaching, — mortal man
Rejoiceth, having noble cause for joy.
And thee, O Nachikétas, I perceive
A heart whose door stands open for the Truth |

P. Good! 'tis the sense ; albeit once and twice
Thy feet did stray, treading this lofty path
Of learning, faintly traced. Now shall the boy
Press Yama closer, and the Truth will come !
ANYATRA DHARMMODANYATRADHARMM —
ADANYATRASMATKRITAKRITAT
ANYATRA BHUTACHCH BHAVYACHCH, — TAD vaD !
What saith he?

S. ¢ Make it known to me,’ he saith,
‘Who is HE? What? Whom thou hast knowledge of
Higher than Good and Ill, Unseen, Exempt
From causes and effects ; Outside the sphere
Of that which was or will be ; More than these

3
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Mightier, remoter, deeper !’

“ Yama spake :
¢ The answer whereunto all Vedas lead ;
Tﬁe answer whereunto all Penance strives ;
The answer whereunto those strain that live

As Brahmachiryas — hear this from me.’ ”

What did he whisper, Guru?

P. Doubt thou not
He breathed the holy M. Yet if Death spake
That sacred word so softly, let us not
Exceed the reverent text, which in this place
Hath a great silence ! But the God saith more,
ETADDEVAKSHARAMPARAN — read on !

S. “¢This word, so rightly breathed, signifieth Brahm,
And signifieth Brahma, — GOD withdrawn,
And GOD made manifest. Who knows this word,
With all its purports, what his heart would have
His heart possesseth. This of spoken speech
Is wisest, deepest, best, supremest! He
That speaketh it, and wotteth what he speaks,
Is worshipped in the place of Brahm with Brahm !
Also, the soul which knoweth thus itself,
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It is not born. It doth not die. It sprang
From none, and it begetteth none! Unmade,
Immortal, changeless, primal, —1I can break
The body, but that soul I cannot harm !’”

P. Now is the next verse famous ! — mark it well.
The inmost secret of thy scroll lies here.
Here shalt thou pluck from this most ancient shell
The whitest pearl of wisdom’s treasury !
Moreover, in the “ Song of God " ’t is set,
And shineth in the Swétaswatara.

S. HANTA CHENMANYATE HANTUN
HATASCHENMANYATE HATAN,
UBHAU TAU NA VIJNYANITO
NAYAM HANTI NA HANYATE.
¢ If he that slayeth thinks “I slay ;" if he
Whom he doth slay, thinks “ I am slain,” — then both
Know not aright! That which was life in each
Cannot be slain, nor slay !

¢ The untouched Soul,

Greater than all the worlds [becaus;: the worlds
By it subsist] ; smaller than subtleties
Of things minutest ; last of ultimates,
Sits in the hollow heart of all that lives !
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Whoso hath laid aside desire and fear,
His senses mastered, and his spirit still,
Sees in the quiet light of verity
Eternal, safe, majestical — His souL !

¢ ¢ Resting, it ranges everywhere ! asleep,
It roams the world, unsleeping! Who, save I,
Know that divinest spirit, as it is,
Glad beyond joy, existing outside life?

‘¢ Beholding it in bodies bodiless,
Amid impermanency permanent,
Embracing all things, yet i’ the midst of all,
The mind, enlightened, casts its grief away !

¢TIt is not to be known by knowledge ! man

-Wotteth it not by wisdom ! learning vast

Halts short of it!  Only by soul itself
Is soul perceived — when the Soul wills it so !
There shines no light save its own light to show
Itself unto itself'!

¢ None compasseth
Its joy who is not wholly ceased from sin,
Who dwells not self-controlled, self-centred — calm,
Lord of himself ! It is not gotten else !
Brahm hath it not to give !
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“ ¢ How otherwise
Should mortal know where that sure Life abides
Whereto Brahmans and Kshattriyas are but meats
And Death the garnishing?’ "
The Valili ends |
Ah, Master ! what is this which Yama saith?

P. Ka 1TTHA VEDA YATRA sA? The scroll
Rebuketh thee ! ¢ Who grasps HIM?” Meditate !
There shines no light, save the Soul’s light, to show !
Save the Soul’s light | —

END OF THE SECOND VALLY,
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THIRD VALLI.

Sakeb. “So Yama spake ; and Nachikétas then —
With soul and spirit drinking due result
Of this world’s works — approached the Hidden House
Where the SUPREME abides :

' “ Knowers of Brahm,
Performers of the threefold sacrifice,
And they that light the Nachikétas fire,
Call soul and spirit — ever this way linked —
Sunshine and shadow.
“ Now is understood

That Nachikétas-flame which builds the bridge
For sacrificers ; whereby these attain
The Eternal onE, the Place of Peace, the Abode
Where fear and grief are fled ; the Landing-port
For spirits which have crossed life’s troubled sea.

“ Look on the Spirit as the rider ! take
The Body for the chariot, and the Will

As charioteer ! regard the mind as reins,
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The senses as the steeds, and things of sense
The ways they trample on. So is the Soul
The Lord that owneth spirit, body, will,

Mind, senses — all ; itself unowned. Thus think
’ The wise !

“ He who is unwise drives with reins
Slack on the neck o’ the senses ; then they ramp,
Like restive horses of a charioteer.

“ He that is wise, with watchful mind and firm,
Calms those wild Five, so they go fair and straight,
Like well-trained horses of a charioteer.

¢ The man unwise, unmindful, evil-lived,
Comes not to that fixed Place of Peace ; he falls
Back to the region of sense-life again !

“ The wise and mindful one, heart-purified,
Attaineth to the changeless Place, wherefrom
Never again shall births renew for him !

¢ For, whoso rides this chariot of the flesh —
The reins of mind well grasped, the charioteer
Faithful and firm — comes to his journey’s end,
Vishnu’s abiding-seat, the Utmost Home.”

I would hear farther, Guru! of that Home !

L. Hear what is taught in the Khandogya !

39
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“ The body is the City, and its heart
The Palace, and the Royal Presence there
A hid, invisible, close, subtle thing,
On an ethereal lotus-seat enthroned,
The Spirit — ATMAN !
“ And if they shall say :

¢ How should we seek, how should we understand
That kingly spirit, sitting on the Throne,
Hid in the Palace of the Body’s Heart,
Invisible, small, subtle?’

¢ Answer them :
¢ As large as is the unbounded Universe,
So large that little, hidden Spirit is !
The Heavens and Earths are in it! Fire and air,
And sun and moon and stars, darkness and light,
It comprehends! Whatever maketh Man,
The present of him, and the past of him,
And what shall be of him, — all thoughts and things
Lie folded in the ethereal vast of It !’

““ And, if they say : * What then is left of it

When eld upon the Body's City creeps,
And breaks and scatters it ; and all its walls
Fall; and the Palace of the Heart is void,
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Where dwelt the being, the desire, the life,
This Royal Spirit’s kingship?’
“ Answer them :

¢ By mortal years the Immortal grows not old !
The Atman changes not! The Body’s death
Kills not the soul ! It hath its City, still,
Its Palace, and its hidden, proper life !
Becoming Self of Self ; set clear from sin,
As the snake casts her slough ; made free of flesh,
Of age, ache, hunger, thirst, sorrow, and death :
Thenceforth desiring the desirable,
And thinking ever what is good to think !’ ”

S. Sayeth thy scripture this?

P. Ay! this it saith ! —
Prapithaka the Eighth, Khanda the First;
And in the Second : “If a £oul depart
Instructed — knowing itself — and knowing truth,
And how that Brahma and the Self are One —
Then hath it freedom over all the worlds :
And, if it wills the region of the Past,
The Fathers and the Mothers of the Past
Come to receive it ; and that Soul is glad !
And if it wills the region of the Homes,
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The Brothers and the Sisters of the Homes
Come to receive it ; and that Soul is glad !
And if it wills the region of the Friends,
The Well-belovéd come to welcome it
With love undying ; and that Soul is glad !
And if it wills a world of grace and peace
Where garlands are, and perfumes, and delights
Of delicate meats and drinks, music and song,
Lo! fragrances, and blossoms, and delights
Of dainty banquets, and the streams of song
Come perfect to it ; and that Soul is glad !
And if it make its bliss in beauty’s arms,
Finding most wonder, most release, most rest -
On the soft bosoms of the Maids of Heaven,
Lo! the bright Maids of Heaven — more loving-sweet
Than loveliest earthly beauty — come to him
Rejoiced — rejoicing !  And that Soul is glad ! ”

S. How should the Atman, Guru ! this glad soul,
Mix, and be one with Brahma — being itself ?

2. There is an answer in the Upanishads !
“ How should this stream — our Moota-Moola here —
Which presently is Beema, and anon
Kistna, and falleth so into the sea,
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Be river and be sea? Yet thus itis!
The great Godéaveri, who pours herself
Into the Lanka waves — is she destroyed?
Has Gunga vanished, when her sacred tides
Slacken against tlie main? or Brahmapft?
Or Indus? or the five white sister-floods
Which by the mouth of Indus find escape?
Lo! these live still — though none may know of them —
Each drop and air-bell of their inland course
Existent in the vast dark water-world ! "
Thus it is taught ; — but not with mortal words
Shall wordless truth be compassed !

S. Reverently
I thank thee, Shastri! Shall I read again?
“¢Listen! the things of sense are more than sense !
The mind is higher still ! the moving will
Higher than mind ! the Spirit higher yet !
And higher than the Spirit is the Soul,
Highest of all the all-embracing ONE,
PurusHa! Over, or beyond, is nought ! —
Innermost, Utmost, Infinite, is This !
This is that Ultimate and Uttermost,
Which shall not be beheld, being in all
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The unbeholden essence ! Not the less
Will it reveal itself by subtle light
Of insight, straitly seeking hidden truth !

¢ ¢ If one will see it, let him rule the flesh
By mind, governing mind with ordered Will,
Subduing Will by Knowledge, making this
Serve the firm Spirit, and the Spirit cling
As Soul to the Eternal Changeless Soul ;
So shall he see !

“ ¢ UrTisHTAT ! — Rise ! Awake !

Seek the great Teachers, and attend! The road
Is narrow as a knife-edge ! hard to tread !
But whoso once perceiveth HIM that Is, —
Without a name, Unseen, Impalpable,
Bodiless, Undiminished, Unenlarged,
To senses Undeclared, without an end,
Without beginning, Timeless, Higher than height,
Deeper than depth! Lo ! such an one is saved !

Death hath not power upon him !’

-

“Ye who read,

And ye who hear, these never-dying words
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Which Nachikétas won and Death vouchsafed,
Rejoice ! for ye are loved in Brahma’s world !
Whoso — pure-hearted — the deep lore of this
Expoundeth, in th’ assembly, or at time

Of Sraddha (let it otherwise be hid) !

Thereby obtaineth endless fruit of bliss,

Yea ! endless fruit of bliss !’

“Yea! endless fruit ! ”
Murmured the Pundit, while, rejoiced, I made
The eight prostrations ; — for what greatness is
Greater than wisdom? Then I called my horse,
Whose hoofs upon the rock the black snake heard
And glided to his darkness ; but the doves
Brooded and cooed, and Morning’s lovely light
Lay broad and glad and white upon the grain
What time we cantered back to Vishrambagh.

HERE ENDS THE THIRD VALL! OF THE

KatHA UPANISHAD.



THE EPIC OF THE LION.

[From the French of Victor Hugo's “ L’Art d’étre Grandpere.”]
——

I

A Liox in his jaws caught up a child —

Not harming it — and to the woodland, wild
With secret streams and lairs, bore off his prey ;
The beast, as one might cull a flower in-May,
Had plucked this bud, not thinking wrong of right,
Mumbling its stalk, too proud or kind to bite,—
A lion’s way,.roughly compassionate !

Yet truly dismal was the victim’s fate ;

Thrust in a cave which rumbled with each roar,
His food wild herbs, his bed the earthy floor,
He lived, half-dead with daily frightening.

It was a rosy boy, son of a king ; N

A ten-year lad, with bright eyes shining wide ;
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And, save this son, his Majesty beside
Had but one girl — two years of age — and so
The monarch suffered, being old, much woe,
His heir the monster’s prey, while the whole land
In dread both of the beast and king did stand ;
Sore terrified were all.
By came a Knight
That road, who halted, asking, “ What’s the fright? ”
They told him, and he spurred straight for the den.

Oh; such a place ! the sunlight entering in

Grew pale — and crept, so grim a sight was shown
Where that gaunt Lion on the rock lay prone :
The wood, at this part thick of growth and wet,
Barred out the sky with black trunks closely set ;
Forest and forester matched wondrous well !

Great stones stood near, with ancient tales to tell, —
Such as make moorlands weird in Brittany,—

And at its edge a mountain you might see,

One of those iron walls which shut off heaven ;
The Lion’s den was a deep cavern driven

Into this granite ridge, fenced round with oaks.

Cities and caverns are discordant folks,
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They bear each other grudges ! this did wave
A rustling threat to trespasser, — * Hence, knave !
Or meet my Lion !”

In the champion went !
The den had all the sombre sentiment
Which palaces display — deaths — murderings —
Terrors ! — you felt “ here dwells one of the kings: ”
Bones strewn around showed that this mighty lord
Denied himself nought which his woods afford.
A rock-rift, pierced by stroke of lightning, gave
Such misty glimmer as a den need have :
What eagles might think dawn and owls the dusk,
Makes day enough for kings of claw and tusk.
All else was regal, though! you understood
Why the majestic brute slept, as he should,
On leaves, with no lace curtains to his bed ;
And how his wine was blood — nay, or instead,
Spring-water lapped sazs napkin, spoon, or cup,
Or lackeys.

Being from spur to crest mailed up,
The champion enters.
In the den he spies

Truly a Mighty One! Crowned to the eyes
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With shaggy golden fell — the Beast ! — It muses
With look infallible ; for, if he chooses,

The master of a wood may play at Pope,

And this one showed such claws, there was small hope
To argue with him on a point of creed !

The Knight approached — yet not too fast, indeed !
His footfall clanged, flaunted his rose-red feather ;
None the more notice took the beast of either,

Still in his own reflections plunged profound.
Theseus a-marching upon that black ground

Of Sisyphus, Ixion, and dire hell,

Saw such a scene, murk and implacable.

But duty whispered, “ Forward ! " so the Knight
Drew forth his sword : the Lion at that sight

Lifted his head in slow wise, grim to see.

The Knight said : “ Greeting, monstrous brute, to thee !
In this foul hole thou hast a child in keeping, —

I search its noisome nooks with glances sweeping,

But spy him not. That child I must reclaim H

Friends are we if thou renderest up the same ;

If not — I too am lion, thou wilt find ;

The king his lost son in his arms shall bind ;
4
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While here thy wicked blood runs, smoking-hot,
Before another dawn.”

“1 fancy not !
Pensive, the Lion said.

The Knight strode near,
Brandished his blade and cried: “Sire ! have a care!”
The Beast was seen to smile — ominous sight | —
Never make lions smile ! Then joined they fight,
The man and monster, in most desperate duel
Like warring giants, angry, huge, and cruel ;
Like tigers crimsoning an Indian wood,
The man with steel, the beast with claws as good ;
Fang matching blade, hide mail, that sylvan lord
Hurled himself foaming on the flashing sword :
Stout though the Knight, the Lion stronger was,
And tore his brave breast under its cuirass ;
And, striking blow on blow with ponderous paw,
Forced plate and rivet off, until you saw
Through all the armor’s cracks the bright blood spirt,
As when clenched fingers make a mulberry squirt ;
And piece by piece he stripped the iron sheath,
Helm, armlets, greaves — gnawed bare the bones beneath,
Scrunching that hero ; till he sprawled —alas !
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Beneath his shield, all blood, and mud, and mess,
Whereat the Lion feasted : then it went
Back to its rocky couch and slept content.

1L

Next came a hermit.
He found out the cave ;
With girdle, gown, and cross — trembling and grave —
He entered. There that Knight lay, out of shape,
Mere pulp : the Lion, waking up, did gape, *
Opened his yellow orbs, heard some one grope,
And —seeing the woollen coat bound with a rope,
A Dblack peaked cowl, and inside that a man —
He finished yawning and to growl began :
Then, with a voice like prison-gates which creak,
Roared, “ What wouldst thou? ”
“My King!”
“ King? "
“May I speak?”
“ Of whom? "
“The Prince.”
¢TIs that what makes a King? "
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The monk bowed reverence : “ Majesty ! I bring
A message — wherefore keep this child? "

“ For that
Whene'er it rains I 've some one here to chat.”

“ Return him ! ”
“Notso!”
“What then wilt thou do?
Wouldst eat him?”

“ Ay — if I have nought to chew ! ”
“Sire ! think upon his Majesty in woe ! ”
“ They killed my dam,” the Beast said, “ long ago.”
“ Bethink thee, sire, a king implores a king.”
“ Nonsense — he talks —he’s man ! when my notes ring,
A Lion’s heard.”

“ His only boy !
“ Well, well !

. He hath a daughter.”
“She ’s no heir.”

« 7 dwell
Alone in this my home, 'mid wood and rock,
Thunder my music, and the lightning-shock
My lamp ; — let his content him ! ”
“Ah! show pity.”

““ What means that word? is’t current in your city? "’
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“ Lion, thou ’dst wish to go to heaven— see here !
I offer thee indulgence, and, writ clear,
God’s passport to His paradise —”

“Get forth,
Thou holy rogue ! ” bellowed the Beast in wrath.
The hermit disappeared !

II1.

Thereat left free,
Full of a lion’s vast serenity
He slept again, letting the still night pass:
The moon rose, starting spectres on the grass,
Shrouding the marsh with mist, blotting the ways,
And melting the black woodland to gray maze ;
No stir was seen below, above, no motion
Save of the white stars trooping to the ocean :
And while the mole and cricket in the brake
Kept watch, the Lion’s measured breath did make

Slow symphony which held all creatures calm.

Sudden — loud cries and clamors, striking qualm
Into the heart o’ the quiet ; horn and shout

Causing the solemn wood to reel with rout,
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And all the nymphs to tremble in their trees,

The uproars of a midnight chase are these,

Which shakes the shades, the marsh, mountain and stream,
And breaks the silence of their sombre dream.

The thicket flashed with many a lurid spark

Of torches borne 'mid wild cries through the dark ;
Hounds, nose to earth, ran yelping through the wood,
And armed groups, gathering in the ulleys, stood.
Terrific was the noise that rolled before ;

It seemed a squadron ; nay, ’t was something more —
A whole battalion, sent by that sad king

With force of arms his little Prince to bring,

Together with the Lion’s bleeding hide.

Which here was right or wrong? who can decide?
Have beasts or men most claim to live? God wots !

He is the unit, we the cipher-dots.

Well warmed with meat and drink those soldiers were,
Good hearts they bore — and many a how and spear ;
Their number large, and by a captain led

Valiant, whilst some in foreign wars had bled,

And all were men approved and firm in fight.
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The Lion heard their cries, affronting night,
For by this time his awful lids were lifted ;
But from the rock his chin he never shifted,

And only his great tail wagged to and fro.

Meantime, outside the cavern, startled so,
Came close the uproar of this shouting crowd.
.As round a web flies buzzing in a cloud,

Or hive-bees swarming o’er a bear ensnared,

This hunter-legion buzzed, and swarmed, and flared.

In battle order all their ranks were set :

T was understood the Beast they came to get,

Fierce as a tiger's cunning — strong to seize —

Could munch up heroes as an ape cracks fleas,

Could with one glance make Jove’s own bird
down;

Wherefore they laid him siege as to a town.

The pioneers with axes cleared the way,

The spearmen followed in a close array,

The archers held their arrows on the string ;

Silence was bid, lest any chattering

Should mask the Lion’s footstep in the wood ;

The dogs — who know the moment when ’tis good

55
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To hold their peace — went first, nose to the ground,
Giving no tongue ; the torches all around

Hither and thither flickered, their long beams
Through sighing foliage sending ruddy gleams ; —
Such is the order a great hunt should have.

And soon between the trunks they spy the cave,

A black, dim-outlined hole, deep in the gloom,
Gaping, but blank and silent as the tomb,

Wide open to the night, as though it feared

As little all that clamor as it heard.

There ’s smoke where fire smoulders, and a town,
When men lay siege, rings tocsin up and down ;
Nothing so here ! therefore with vague dismay
Each stood, and grasp on bow or blade did lay,
Watching the horrid stillness of that chasm :

The dogs among themselves whimpered : a spasm
From the horror lurking in such voiceless places —
Worse than the rage of tempests — blanched all faces :
Yet they were there to find and fight this Thing,

So they advance, each bush examining,

Dreading full sore the very prey they sought ;

The pioneers held high the lamps they brought :
“There ! thatisit! the very mouth of the den!”
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The trees all round it muttered, warning men :
Still they kept step and neared it — look you now,

Company ’s pleasant ! and there were a thou—

Good Lord ! — all in a moment, there ’s its face !
Frightful | — they saw the Lion! Not one pace
Further stirred any man ; the very trees

Grew blacker with his presence, and the breeze
Blew shudders into all hearts present there :

Yet, whether 't was from valor or wild fear,

The archers drew — and arrow, bolt, and dart
Made target of the Beast. He, on his part —
As calm as Pelion in the rain or hail —

Bristled majestic from the nose to tail,

And shook full fifty missiles from his hide ;

Yet any meaner brute had found beside

Enough still sticking fast to make him yell

Or fly ; the blood was trickling down his fell,
But no heed took he, glaring steadfastly ;

And all those men of war, amazed to be

Thus met by so stupendous might and pride,
Thought him no beast, but some god brutified.
The hounds, tail down, slunk back behind the spears ;
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And then the Lion, 'mid the silence, rears
His awful face, and over wood and marsh :
Roared a vast roar, hoarse, vibrant, vengeful, harsh, —
A rolling, raging peal of wrath, which spread

From the quaking earth to the echoing vault o’erhead,
Making the half-awakened thunder cry,

“Who thunders there?” from its black bed of sky.

This ended all ! — sheer horror cleared the coast !

As fogs are driven by wind, that valorous host

Melted, dispersed to all the quarters four,

Clean panic-stricken by that monstrous roar ;

Each with one impulse — leaders, rank and file,
Deeming it haunted ground, where Earth somewhile
Is wont to breed marvels of lawless might —

They scampered, mad, blind, reckless, wild with fright.
Then quoth the Lion, “ Woods and mountains ! see, ‘

A thousand men enslaved fear one Beast free ! ”

As lava to volcanoes, so a roar

Is to these creatures ; and, the eruption o’er
In heaven-shaking wrath, they mostly calm.
The gods themselves to lions yield the palm
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For magnanimity. When Jove was king,
Hercules said, “ Let ’s finish off the thing,
Not the Nemzan merely ; every one

We 'll strangle — all the lions.” Whereupon

The lions yawned a “ much obliged !’ his way.

But this Beast, being whelped by night, not day —
Offspring of glooms — was sterner ; one of those
Who go down slowly when their storm ’s at closé ;
His anger had a savage ground-swell in it:

He loved to take his naps, too, to the minute,

And to be roused up thus with horn and hound, —
To find an ambush sprung — to be hemmed round —
Targetted — ’t was an insult to his grove !

He paced towards the hill, climbed high above,
Lifted his voice, and, as the sowers sow

The seeds down wind, thus did that Lion throw
His message far enough the town to reach.
“King! your behavior really passes speech !

Thus far no harm I 've wrought to him your son ;
But now I give you notice — when night’s done

I will make entry at your city-gate,

Bringing the Prince alive ; and those that wait
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To see him in my jaws — your lackey-crew —

Shall see me eat him in your palace too !”

Quiet the night passed, while the streamlets bubbled,

And the clouds sailed across the vault untroubled.
Next morning this is what was viewed in town :

Dawn coming ! — people going ! — some adown
Praying, some crying ; pallid cheeks, swift feet,
And a huge Lion stalking through the street !

Iv.

The quaking townsmen in the cellars hid ;

How make resistance? briefly, no one did ;

The soldiers left their posts, the gates stood wide ;
'T was felt the Lion had upon his side

A majesty so godlike, such an air —

That den, too, was so dark and grim a lair —

It seemed scarce short of rash impiety

To cross its path as the fierce Beast went by.

So to the palace and its gilded dome

With stately steps unchallenged did he roam,
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In many a spot with those vile darts scarred still,
As you may note an oak scored with the bill,
Yet nothing recks that giant-trunk ; so here
Paced this proud wounded Lion, free of fear,
While all the people held aloof in dread,
Seeing the scarlet jaws of that great head
Hold up the princely boy — aswoon.

Is 't true
Princes are flesh and blood? Ah, yes! and you
Had wept with sacred pity, seeing him
_ Swing in the Lion’s mouth, body and limb :
The tender captive gripped by those grim fangs,
On either side the jowl helplessly hangs,
Deathlike, albeit he bore no wound of tooth.
And for the brute thus gagged it was, in sooth,
A grievous thing to wish to roar, yet be
Muzzled and dumb, so he walked savagely,
His pent heart blazing through his burning eyes,
While not one bow is stretched, no arrow flies ;
They dreaded, peradventure, lest some shaft
Shot with a trembling hand and faltering craft
Might miss the Beast and pierce the Prince :

So, still
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As he had promised, roaring from his hill,
This Lion, scorning town and townsfolk, sick
To view such terror, goes on straight and quick
To the King's house, hoping to meet there one
Who dares to speak with him : — outside is none !
The door ’s ajar, and flaps with every blast ;
He enters it — within those walls at last ! —
No man!

For, certes, though he raged and wept,
His Majesty, like all, close shelter kept, -
Solicitous to live, holding his breath
Specially precious to the realm. Now, death
Is not thus viewed by honest beasts of prey,
And when the Lion found /%7 fled away,
Ashamed to be so grand, man being so base,
He muttered to himself in that dark place
Where lions keep their thoughts : “This wretched King !
T is well, I’ll eat his boy!” Then, wandering,
Lordly he traversed courts and corridors,
Paced beneath vaults of gold on shining floors,
Glanced at the throne deserted, stalked from hall
To hall— green, yellow, crimson — empty all !

Rich couches void, soft seats unoccupied !
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And as he walked he looked from side to side
To find some pleasant nook for his repast,
Since appetite was come to munch at last
The princely morsel. Ah! what sight astounds
That grisly lounger?

In the palace-grounds
An alcove on a garden gives, and there
A tiny thing — forgot in the general fear,
‘Lulled in the flower-sweet dreams of infancy,
Bathed with soft sunlight falling brokenly
Through leaf and lattice —— was that moment waking ;
A little lovely maid, most dear and taking,
The Prince’s sister ; all alone — undressed —

She sate up singing : children sing so best !

A voice of joy, than silver lute-string softer !

A mouth all rosebud, blossoming in laughter !

A baby-angel hard at play ! a dream

Of Bethlehem’s cradle, or what nests would seem

If girls were hatched !— all these ! Eyes, too, so blue
That sea and sky might own their sapphire new !
Neck bare, arms bare, pink legs and stomach bare !

Nought hid the roseate satin skin, save where
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A little white-laced shift was fastened free ;
She looked as fresh, singing thus peacefully,
As stars at twilight, or as April’s heaven ;
A floweret—you had said — divinely given,
To show on earth how God’s own lilies grow ;
Such was this beauteous baby-maid ; and so
The Beast caught sight of her and stopped —
And then
Entered ; the joists creaked as he stalked straight in !
Above the playthings by the little bed
The Lion thrust his shaggy massive head,
Dreadful with savage might and lordly scorn,
More dreadful with that princely prey so borne ;
Which she, quick spying, “Brother ! brother !” cried,
“Oh! my own brother!” and, unterrified —
Looking a living rose that made the place
Brighter and warmer with its fearless grace —
She gazed upon that monster of the wood,
Whose yellow balls not Typhon had withstood ;
And—well ! who knows what thoughts these small heads
hold?
She rose up in her cot — full height, and bold,
And shook her pink fist angrily at him.
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Whereon — close to the little bed’s white rim,

All dainty silk and laces —this huge Brute

Set down her brother gently at her foot,

Just as a mother might, and said to her,—

“ Don’t be put out, now ! there ke is, Dear! there!”

w



NENCIA.
A PASTORAL POEM.

By LoreNzo pE’ MEDICI, surnamed “The Magnificent.”

Translated for the first time, and in the original metre, from
the Italian.

—_—

[This pastoral by the great Florentine Ruler, Lorenzo the Magnificent,
is taken from the Italian text, printed at Bergamo in 1763 A.D.
The Bergamese editor remarks, of the fifty stanzas composing it,
% Sono nel loro genere incomparabili;” and all may certainly admire
the dramatic force with which the illustrious Medicean has, as it
were, entered into the very heart and soul of his peasant, to depict a
rural passion. The “ Nencia ” was probably written about A.D. 1480 —
the dawn of the golden age of Italian art —when the ¢ Magnificent ”
Lorenzo was chief of all the scholars and poets, as well as of his
citizens of Florence, and gathered at his table such men as Michael
Angelo, Luca Signorelli, Ghirlandajo, Filippino Lippi, Botticelli,
Pulci, Poliziano, and Pico de Mirandola.]

I.

I BUrN with love ; —love makes me bold to sing
Praise of the damsel who undoes my heart ;
Each time I think a little tender thing
About her, 'tis as if my breath would part :
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The world her match for beauty cannot bring,
No other eyes such lovely lightnings dart ;
In town and tower and city have I been,

But seen none nowhere like my country-queen.

2.

To Monticelli, every market-day,

To Prato, Empoli, and San Casciano,
To Poggibonsi, and to Colle gay,

By San Donato down to Dicamano ;
To Castelfranco, all Figline-way ;

San Pier’, Montagna, Borgo, Gagliano,
Ofttimes I wend, — a-buying and a-selling, —
And Barberin, where my Nenciozza’s dwelling.

3.

But never once — saving at Barberin —
See I a girl so dear, discreet, and taking,

With cheek, and neck, and nape, and dimpled chin -
So smooth and white : or of such perfect making.

Her eyes ! 'tis like torch-light, when feasts begin,
To feel their lids lift, and their glance awaking
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Joyance ; and ’twixt them comes the winsome nose.

With proud pink nostrils, like the pits in a rose.

4.

Of pink sea-coral are her dear lips dight,

With, underneath, two strings of sea-pearls plenty :
A Tuscan foal’s milk-row is not so white !

(To judge thereby my Nencia ’s come to twenty.)
Her stainless cheeks have all the softened light

Of misted marble, chiselled smooth and dainty ;
Amid the blooms of Beauty she is Rose ;

The wide world no such lovely wonder shows !

5.
Beyond all noble fortunes fortunate
He'll be, who takes her to his happy bosom ;
Well might he call his star glorious and great
Whose lot it is to wear this heavenly blossom :
Well may he make his peace thenceforth with Fate,
And lightly bear whatever ills should cross him,
Who clasps fair Nencia as his wedded wife,

White as wild wax, and with love’s honey rife !
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6.

Il liken thee to fairy cloudland gleams

Which mix the welkin and the world together ;
I will compare thee unto Dian’s beams

‘Who round poor cabins sheds her silver weather ;
Spring-water none so fresh and sparkling seems,

Nor late-trod wine so luscious. Sweet one ! whether
Early or late we see thee, 't is as neat

And fair and wholesome as new-bolted wheat !

7.
Her eyes can steal a shepherd’s soul away
Through wall of flesh, whenever she doth look ;
You see her, and you love, the selfsame day,
Albeit the story goes her heart is rock ;
Troops of tamed lovers her behests obey,
And live upon her will, a patient flock :
'T is little she can lose giving one glance,

But, whoso wins it, how his heart doth dance !

8.

La Nencia mia! Ah, the pearl she seems

Going afoot, on Saints’ Days, to hear matins !
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She wears a bodice which right bra